chos judios (1910; The Jewish Gauchos), a saga of Jewish farming immigrants to the pampas and one of the significant works of the great migration era.
The "fusion of bloods," Leguizamon huffs, as comely RussoJewish maidens run off with gallant gaucho cowboys, would forge a new breed of men and women unmoored from foreign heritages, embracing local customs and dress, and, importantly, no longer interested in literature "encumbered" by ethnic considerations. A hundred years later-in our days-everyone, properly bred into uniformity, would join together in a grand Te Deum to the prosperous and joyous Argentine land (see Aizenberg Parricide, [34] [35] 37) .
It didn't quite work out that way, although the fusion de sangres ideal continues to resonate: witness such movies as Eduardo Mignogna's Sol de ototio (1996;  Autumn Sun), where Eros and Ethnos, peppered with the taste of varenikes-Polish-Jewish stuffed dumplings-couple the Italian frame maker, Raul Ferrari, and the Jewish bookkeeper, Clara Goldstein. Why marry an in-group candidate from the film's obnoxious or invented suitors? That would only reinforce exotic tics and linguistic disorder-Ferrari can't for the life of him learn to say the Yiddish word varenikes. But follow the crucible of love path and you'll melt down differences and nation build, even if now the harmonized aren't grateful greenhorns brimming with carnal vigor but their sexually hesitant middle-aged children, survivors of Argentina's multiple twentieth-century catastrophes and dictatorships (so says the film's opening voice over). Their bodies may be injured and creaky just like the body politic-Ferrari has cancer-yet there still might be some kick left in the good old crisol de razas.
And the kick persists in Argentine scholarship as well, although a fierce debate is now going on. Social critic Dedier Marquiegui bluntly expresses it this way: the word etnicidad, with its intimations of heterogeneity, "irritates" many theoretical circles, which often cling to the fusion ideal even in the face of empirical evidence-for instance, the existence of ethnic neighborhoods, mutual aid societies, or cultural networks (10; see also, Quijada, Bernard and Schneider, and the extensive discussion in Devoto 343-52 and 424-32) . So great is the weight of the melting pot that literary critics have generally been reluctant to broach ethnicity, preferring to talk 2 Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 29, Iss. 2 [2005] Deprived of father, home and language, Aimee gradually learns to swim in the turbulent waters of the strange city and tongue. Her mother complicates her task, since Hanako is agoraphobic and mute, and a victim of childhood meningitis aggravated by the horrors of World War II in Japan. It isn't clear what she understands or doesn't, yet a special love binds mother and daughter, who despite Hanako's condition communicate through the daily ikebana arrangement that following Japanese tradition Hanako creates for their apartment, which they now share with Aimee's husband, Fernando Marconi, an Argentine doctor of Italian origin.
The relative placidity of a life arduously pieced out of displacement and trauma comes to a crashing halt when Aimee receives a letter from a lawyer in New Orleans, informing her that she has inherited the family mansion on historic Saint Charles Avenue. Forced to journey back to the place from which she was so abruptly torn, Aimee confronts her past, guided-surprisingly-by the mother who allegedly cannot think, speak, or write, by the "primitive" whose millennial system of communication, ikebana, escapes the perception of western science and sign systems (116).
At each step, through the language of flowers and related objects, the speechless mother tells Aimee what to do and where to look:
On the day the letter arrives, the empty lacquer ikebana tray warns of danger; an arrangement of twisted black pyracantha branches illuminated by white paper bows with letter-like scribbles says the painful past contains instants of happiness that you can bring back (131); aromatic honeysuckle floating on a branch structure and a drawing of a house suspended on water points to another home, not the mansion that Aimee has inherited (254-55).
The secret then begins to spill out. Ethnos and Eros are turned topsy-turvy as Aimee discovers that Henri Levrier, her Southern gentleman father isn't her father; Hanako, the Japanese war orphan he adopted during the Occupation, isn't fully his wife, and the grand Saint Charles Avenue mansion where she grew up isn't really her
home. An alternate family comes out of the shadows: her father, the Irish-Argentine Francisco Oleary, Hanako's hidden lover; her mother, transformed from ward to wife only after she mysteriously became pregnant; and her home, El Argentino and La Japonesa's love nest in Delacroix, a working-class Spanish-speaking enclave on the bayou, the only such enclave in French-inflected Louisiana. It was Oleary who sent them to Argentina to save them from the official family's wrath, Oleary who provided for them, Oleary who died before he could rejoin them in the austral exile, which ultimately becomes casa, home.
Because when Aimee, the love(d) child returns to Buenos Aires, "Se da cuenta que ha llegado a casa, a sentirse en casa, pareciera que puso por fin los pies sobre la tierra" 'she realizes that she has come home, to feel at home, as if she finally put her feet on the ground' (332).4 Solely after unearthing and possessing her quirkily "Hispanic" heritage, basted out of the wanderings of an Irish sailor who became El Argentino after he left Argentina and of his unblessed union in an exilic Hispanic hideaway with a Japanese war orphan who "speaks" ikebana, does the ambiguous welcome reluctantly uttered in English twenty five years earlier, "All right then, come in," become Se da cuenta que ha llegado a casa. In Flores de un solo dia sex and stock dance their dance, let's say their tango, intertwining, loving and leaving and loving again, without surrendering pieces of self, without ethnic or erotic meltdowns.
6
Studies in 20th & 21st Century Literature, Vol. 29, Iss. 2 [2005] What was hidden behind the mirror, beyond the frame, Daniel asks? What was that other scene, both wonderful and horrible, forever forbidden to the onlooker? (271) . His anguished question embraces Ethnos and Eros, the personal and the public. What remains outside the frame of "accepted" sexuality, outside the picture of the "accepted" nationhood? As the crucible of love model demonstrated, "relations between nationalities and sexualities are uneasy at best; between nationalities and homosexualities, they are Tormented by his companions' horrific deaths and the explosive secret that they shared, Elias resolves to utterly eradicate the past-no one would ever know anything about the three musketeers' life during the savage 1970s, just as if they had never existed, as if they had been a dream, traum in German-Yiddish.
The unresolved past exacts a toll, however, as in Aimee and Daniel's. Elias cannot find peace, and Prophet Elijah-like he must wander back to Argentina to lay his dead and his secret to rest (149). His grudging ally in this agonizing endeavor is Javier Mossen, an erotically and ethnically conflicted Argentine-Jewish journalist, a kind of younger alter-ego who operates under the "encouraging" motto: Nadie sabe quien es. No one knows who he is (10). Against Mossen's wishes, his editor assigns him to interview Tratim about the urban guerrillas of the seventies and about Judaism. How did three promising scholarly young men immersed in the Jewish community get entrapped in the web of radical left, urban guerrilla warfare only to be crushed and exterminated by right wing repression?6
Of course, Mossen agrees-he had to get the assignment. After all, he was the token Jew on staff trapped behind the bars of his literary and journalistic ghetto, the window-dressing Star of David displayed on the pages of tolerant gentile newspaper (13) . But when both he and Trailm are assaulted and left bleeding shortly after Elias's arrival at Ezeiza Airport, Javier is drawn into the older man's network of remembrance and atonement, becoming his wary partner and confidante: he will help Tratim to exorcise his ghosts, supposedly for the article, and Tradm will help him to banish his own dybbuks, the fretful shades that in ways reenact the stinging dramas of the 1970s.
The secret then begins to spill out. Ethnos and Eros are turned topsy-turvy as Javier learns that Elias, Benjamin, and Guidi's Montonero "family" included one other member; that Elias wasn't a Montonero at all; and that "home" wasn't the three's modest immi- good Argentines-to the extent that there is such a thing. He also argues that if we are all good Argentines, there's nothing wrong with returning to the fold, however grudgingly; there's no knee-jerking need for insipid amalgamation, for unmooring from "foreign" heritages. We can return, all the while questioning what constitutes Jewishness, goyishenss, and nationality.
Javier goes back to Esther, the strongly Jewish spouse, who threw him out because of his dillydallying, "I love you...you're the only woman in the world with whom I want to have children" (203) . And the ideal place for a reconciliation is (Where else?) by the waters of Mar del Plata, the seaside resort where before his transforming experience with Tratim, he had gone to date rape one of his honeys.
I'll Put the Proof in Your Hands
This article began with Alberto Gerchunoff and it will end with him. One of Sylvia Molloy's characters recounts the following inci-dent to Daniel: Tota, the right wing social columnist on the paper where Gerchunoff worked, once asked him with malice if he was Jewish. Without missing a step, the writer, known for his Groucho Marx-like wit, reportedly answered-and here is his answer verbatim: "Yes, I am, and whenever you want, I'll put the proof in your hands, Tota" (140) . Despite Leguizamon's huffing, Gerchunoff, deftly combining images of sex and stock, was not entirely the apostle of ethnic blurring (see Parricide?).
Molloy, Kazumi Stahl, and Birmajer want to "put the proof in your hands," uninterested in euphemisms or uniformities; reflecting a post-dictatorship Argentina, finally more willing to celebrate diversity, Ethnos, and Eros on the River Plate. Notes 1 On nation building and amalgamating fictions in Latin America, see Sommer: "Romantic novels go hand in hand with patriotic history in Latin America. The books fueled a desire for domestic happiness that runs over into dreams of national prosperity; and nation-building projects invested private passions with public purpose" (7) . Throughout the article, unless otherwise indicated, translations from Spanish are my own.
